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and among their scanty leaves the crimson berries flamed,
like little tongues of fire. The bitter, all-conquering scent ofi
rotting oak bark filled the forest. Bilberries, dense and
clinging, entangled the ground ; beneath the network of
their creeping branches smokily dove-blue, ripe bunches oi,
berries hid artfully from the sun. In the shade dew lay od
the dead grass until noonday, a spider-web glittered silver
with its beads. Only the methodical tapping of the wood-
pecker and the twittering of the missel-thrushes violated the
silence.
The taciturn, severe beauty of the forest had an appeasing
effect on Pantaleimon. He stepped quietly among the
bushes, his feet scraping the damp coverlet of the'fallen
leaves, thinking : tc That's life, that is ! Only recently they
were alive, and to-day they're robbed of life. What a
cossack's been knocked over ! And it seems only the other
day that he came and visited us, and stood down by the
river when we fished out Daria. Ah, Christan, Christan f
An enemy bullet has been found for you, too, now ! And1
Anikushka. . . ! What a cheery sort he was 1 He loved
drinking and laughing, and now he's only a corpse!"
Pantaleimon recalled Dunia's description and, with
unexpected clarity calling to mind Anikushka's smiling^
whiskerless, emasculated face, he simply could not imagine
him lifeless, with shattered head. " I did wrong to anger
God by boasting about Gregor," he reproached himself, as
he recalled his talk with Beskhlebnov. " Maybe Gregor
himself is lying somewhere now, pecked to bits by bullets.
God forbid and prevent that! Who would us old folk ha^g
left to live with then ? "                                                 ^
A brown woodcock starting up from under a bush made
Pantaleimon fall back in alarm. He aimlessly watched the
little bird's slanting, impetuous flight, then went on. By a
small forest pool he took a fancy to several bushes of brush-
wood, and set to work to cut them down. As he worked he
tried not to think of anything. In one year death had struck
down so many dear ones and friends that at the very thought
he was oppressed, and all the world faded and seemed to be
enveloped in a film of black.
*' Now I must cut down that bush! It's good brushwood,
ittat! Jnst right for making wattle-fencing," he talked
aloud to himself, in order to distract himself from his